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My  dear  Loder, 

I  beg  to  dedicate  this  trifle  to  you,  simply  as  a 
means  of  expressing  my  admiration  for  your  genius.  In  common 
with  every  real  lover  of  our  stage,  I  feel  grateful  to  you  for 
having  by  the  force  of  native  talent  broken  down  to  a  certain 
degree  the  trammels  of  foreign  prejudice,  in  which  Englishmen 
had  so  long  been  held  ;  and  I  yet  hope  to  see  the  day  when  your 
delightful  music  will  be  as  truly  appreciated  in  this  country  as  it 
already  begins  to  be  abroad. 

Your  sincere  friend, 


GEORGE 


SOANE. 
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Donna  Olympia  $  Sister  to  Don  Alvarez  disguised) 
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ANDALUSIAN 


T  H  E 


ACT  I.- 

Scene. — An  old  Moorish  Castellated  Building  extends  over  a  part 
of  the  hack ,  and  is  continued  on  to  the  left  wing ,  so  as  to 
present  an  obtuse  angle.  On  the  other  half  of  the  hack 
of  the  scene ,  a  small  river  flows.  Pedro,  Christinost 
Soldiers ,  and  their  Wives  are  discovered  dancing  and 
singing.  Time — evening. 

TARANTELLA  DANCE,  AND  SONG. 

Sutlers.  Ho  !  as  wild  are  we 

As  bird  on  tree, 

The  daughters  of  the  mountain. 

Ho  !  we  lead  the  dance 
When  glow-worms  glance, 

And  who  so  gay  as  we  ? 

Ho  !  our  wandering  be 
In  forest  free, 

Or  by  some  torrent  fountain  ; 

Ho  !  the  moss  our  bed, 

In  cavern  spread, 

And  who  so  gay  as  we  ? 

GENERAL  CHORUS. 

Laws  we  heed  not,  priests  we  need  not, 

While  our  hands  are  free  ; 

Fools  may  labour, — pipe  and  tabor, 

With  the  bowl  for  me. 

Sutlers.  La  !  la  !  la  !  la  ! 

Soldiers.  Then  merrily  round,  around, 

While  cliff  and  cavern  resound, 

Of  old  as  the  echoes  were  found 
When  Bacchanal  feet  shook  the  ground. 

Then  merrily  ’bout,  about, 

With  song,  and  dance,  and  shout, 

Till  trees  join  the  dizzy  rout, 

And  giant  crags  whirl  in  and  out. 

At  the  end  of  the  song  and  dance ,  Miguel  enters. 

Mig.  Que  Diablo !  have  you  forgotten  you  are  the  queen’s 
soldiers,  and  that,  if  the  Carlists  should  surprise  you,  they’d  ornament 
the  nearest  trees  with  your  very  respectable  persons  ? 

Pedro.  Catch  eel — then  skin  him. 
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Mig.  Most  sententious  Pedro,  they’ll  both  catch  and  skin  you 

if  you  go  on  in  this  way.  .  ,T.  * 

Pedro.  Only  drink  captain’s  health, — noble  Captain  Micue  . 

Soldiers.  Viva  !  Viva  !  .  f 

Mig.  Oh  that’s  another  affair ;  and  if  you  have  any  wine  left 

Pedro.  Lots. 

Mig.  Then  I’ll  drink  yours  in  return,  children. 

Pedro  ( filling  a  cup).  Sherry— old— good.  _ 

Mig.  (drinking).  To  the  health  of  my  brave  Chnstinos.^ 

Soldiers.  Hurrah!  . 

Mig.  Now  this  is  what  I  call  discipline — Spanish  discipline 

not  like  your  French  and  English. 

Pedro.  Heretics — fry  some  day.  ri 

Mig.  Very  true,  Pedro  ;  and  sin  were  it  if  good  Christians  like 

ourselves  were  to  imitate  them. 

Pedro.  Don’t — won’t — only  fit  to  fight.  g 

Mig.  Fight,  indeed  !  what  should  you  know  of  fighting  . 

Ah,  when  I  was  a  younker — 


SONG.  (Miguel.) 

What  a  world  it  used  to  be 

When  I  was  a  few  years  younger  ; 

Boys  were  men,  and  men  i’  faith 
Giants  were,  but  ten  times  stronger. 

Every  one  was  merry  then, 

Nothing  came  amiss  or  ill  ; 

And  the  judge,  who  said,  “go  hang,” 
Always  said  it  with  good  will. 

CHORUS. 

And  the  judge,  who  said,  “  go  hang/ 
Always  said  it  with  good  will. 

For  the  moment  then  we  liv’d  ; 

As  for  what  the  wise  call  sorrow. 

While  we  feasted  high  and  laugh’d, 
That  we  put  off  till  to-morrow. 

Every  one  was  merry  then. 

Nothing  came  amiss  or  ill  ; 

And  the  judge,  who  said,  “  go  hang,” 
Always  said  it  with  good  Avill. 


CHORUS. 

And  the  judge,  who  said,  “go  hang,” 
Always  said  it  with  good  will. 


Mig.  Carramba !  those  were  the  times.  Hut  in  with  you  all, 
and  get  your  arms  ready  ;  the  Commandant  will  return  ere  sunset, 
and  he’d  better  catch  us  at  drill  than  at  drinking. 

The//  nil  go  off  into  the  Castle ,  leaving  Miguel  alone. 
Estella  and  Olympia  are  sent  crossing  the  river 
in  a  small  boat ,  and,  on  landing ,  hide  themselves 
behind  one  of  the  castle-buttresses. 
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Mig.  So,  so  ;  what  a  precious  set  of  ragamuffins  we  are  !  To  say 
the  truth — now  there’s  no  one  by  to  hear  it — ’twere  a  Christian  deed 
of  the  Carlists,  if  they  knocked  us  all  on  the  head.  Never  since  I 
got  off  from  the  gallies — humph !  ha ! — as  well  sink  the  gallies. 
I’ll  go,  look  after  my  rascals  on  the  bridge,  or  they  too  will  be 
drinking  their  captain’s  health  when  they  ought  to  keep  their 
mouths  too  close  for  a  fly  to  enter  them. 

He  (joes  off]  and  Estella  comes  forward ,  encouraging 
Olympia.  The  latter  is  in  the  disguise  of  a  female 
gipsy ,  while  the  former  wears  hoy's  clothes ,  and  car¬ 
ries  a  guitar. 

. —  Est.  The  coast  is  clear. 

Olymp.  But  if  they  should  come  back  ? 

Est.  Why  then  we  must  gull  them  as  we  have  gulled  so  many 
others  of  their  sex.  Santa  Madre  !  it  were  shame  indeed  if  two 
women  could  not  fool  a  score  of  these  male  animals. 

Olymp.  My  faithful  Estella ! — but  into  what  danger  are  you 
running  for  my  sake  ! 

Est.  Oh  when  woman  loves — that  is,  Sennora — I  would  say, 
you  and  your  noble  brother  were  always  kind  to  us  poor  peasants, 
and  it  would  be  hard  indeed  if,  out  of  all  the  number,  there  was 
not  one  to  peril  life  in  your  service. 

Olymp.  Said  like  yourself,  Estella.  But  tell  me ;  you  think 
this  is  the  place  where  the  Christinos  have  confined  my  brother  ? — 
alas  the  day !  that  he  ever  left  his  quiet  home  to  join  Prince 
Carlos. 

Est.  Grieve  not  for  that  Sennora ;  Don  Alvarez  only  did  his 
duty ;  and,  with  the  help  of  the  Virgin,  we  may  yet  rescue  him 
from  the  Christinos. 


SONG.  (Oltmpia.) 

You  chide  me  well ;  if  dark  the  night, 

A  fairer  morn  may  be  ; 

And,  though  so  oft  by  hope  deceiv’d, 

I’ll  try  to  think  with  thee, 

The  past  is  drear,  the  future  dim, 

No  glimpse  of  light  I  see  ; 

But,  though  my  heart  is  sad  indeed, 

I’ll  try  to  think  with  thee. 

How  oft  in  winter’s  gloom  I’ve  said, 

“  Spring  ne’er  will  smile  for  me,” 

But  winter  fled,  and  roses  bloom’d — 

Oh  yes,  I’ll  think  with  thee. 

Est.  Courage,  Sennora,  courage.  This,  if  we  may  believe  what 
the  miller  told  us,  is  the  place  where  your  brother,  Don  Alvarez, 
is  confined  by  the  Cristinos ;  and  a  dreary  pile  it  is. 

Olymp.  Hush  !  I  hear  voices. 

Est.  Nothing  but  your  fancy. 
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Olymp ,  Ob,  holy  Virgin  !  what  can  we  do  to  help  him  ? 

Est.  The  first  thing  is  to  let  him  know  we  are  here. 

Olymp.  But  how  Estella  ?  how  ? 

r~—  Est.  Nothing  easier.  Let  us  sing  one  of  our  Andalusian  airs ; 
and  if  he  be,  as  the  Miller  said,  in  the  turret-chamber,  he  will  be 
sure  to  hear  and  recognize  our  voices. 

Olymp.  That  may  alarm  the  soldiers. 

Est.  Why,  then  we  shall  be  in  a  scrape,  and  then  we  must  get 
out  of  it ;  for  ought  I  can  see,  all  life  is  made  up  of  those  two 
tilings. 

DUET.  (Olympia  and  Estella.) 

The  winds  of  evening  gently  move 
The  stream  below,  the  clouds  above  ; 

And  labour  rests  on  hill  and  lea, — 

Then  meet  me  ’neath  the  trysting  tree. 

From  every  cottage  far  and  near 

The  youths  and  maids  are  trooping  here  ; 

And  hark !  the  call  of  minstrelsy  ! 

Then  meet  me  ’neath  the  trysting  tree. 

At  the  end  of  the  duet, ,  a  paper  is  flung  from  the 
window ,  and  Estella  takes  it  up. 

Est.  I  told  you  so  ;  he  has  recognized  us,  and  here  is  his 
answer.  (reads )  “I  understand ;  but  be  cautious.  I  have 
sawed  through  the  last  bar  of  my  dungeon- window,  and  at  sunset 
will  hazard  the  descent.” 

Miguel  enters ,  when  Estella  hastily  hides  the  paper  in 
her  bosom. 

Mig.  Ha,  spies  !  Carlists  ! 

Est.  Oh  no,  your  honour,  only  poor  wandering  minstrels. 

Mig.  Not  the  less  likely  to  be  rogues.  What  was  that  paper 
you  thrust  away  in  such  a  hurry  ? 

Est.  Paper  ! — what  paper,  sennor  ? 

Mig.  (drawing  his  knife).  Out  with  it  this  instant,  or  I’ll  rip 
it  from  your  jacket,  and  the  heart  from  your  body  at  the  same 
time. 

Est.  ( drawing  out  the  note ).  Oh  you  mean  this  paper — a  trifle — 
a  mere  rag — I  was  just  going  to  tear  it  up. 

(  She  begins  tearing  it,  ivhen  Miguel  snatches  it  from  her. 

Mig.  No,  you  don’t. 

Olymp.  ( aside  to  Estella).  We  are  lost. 

Est.  ( aside  to  her).  Have  no  fear  ;  ’tis  that  rogue  Miguel,  who 
fled  from  the  gallies  ;  I  know  him  again  as  well  as  if  I  saw  the 
brand  upon  his  shoulder  ;  and  he  could  not  read  a  syllable,  were  it 
to  save  his  neck. 

Mig.  It  looks  suspicious,  horribly  suspicious.  Maldito  !  how 
came  my  father — whoever  he  was — not  to  teach  me  my  pot-hooks 
and  hangers  ? — Pedro ! — perhaps  he  may  be  able  to  make  it  out — 
Pedro  !  ( Enter  Pedro.)  Read  that. 
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Pedro.  Read  it  ? — did  you  say  read  it  ? 

Mig.  Yes,  read  it ;  I’ve  got  a — a — a — a  what  do  ye  call  it,  in 
my  eyes — a  gnat  just  now  flew  into  them — that  is,  two  gnats  flew 
into  them — Yoto  de  Dios  !  how  they  smart. 

Pedro.  Mine  too — big  flies — large  as  wasps — horrid  pain. 

Est.  Shall  I  read  it,  noble  captain  ? 

Mig.  You  ? — what  !  can  you  read  ? 

— Est.  If*  the  hand’s  not  too  crabbed. 

Mig.  Prodigious  ! — and  your  sister  too  ? 

Olymp.  Oh  yes,  sennor. 

- —  Est.  (aside  to  her.)  Madre  de  Dios  !  you  should  not  have  said 
that. 

Mig .  I  have  it  then.  Stand  you  there  ( placing  Olympia  on 
one  side ) ;  and  do  you  keep  at  her  side,  Pedro.  Come  you  here, 
young  sheep-face.  Now  read  me  that  letter — in  a  whisper,  do  you 
mind  ? — and  afterwards  I’ll  try  your  sister  ;  if  you  don’t  agree 
word  for  word,  ’tis  plain  you  are  rogues,  and  you  shall  both  swing 
on  the  tree  yonder. 

- — .  Est.  ( aside.)  Now  woman’s  wit  assist  me  !  ( raising  her  voice.) 
’Tis  only  a —  , 

Mig.  (putting  his  hand  on  her  mouth ,  and  threatening  her  with 
his  knife ).  Didn’t  I  say,  a  whisper  ?  raise  your  voice  again, 
and  I’ll  cut  your  throat. 

_ _  Est.  ( pretending  to  read ) — 

The  winds  of  evening  gently  move 
The  stream  below,  the  clouds  above  ; 

And  labour  rests  on  hill  and  lea — 

Then  meet  me  5neath  the  trysting  tree. 

Mig.  Oh,  that’s  it,  is  it  ? — well,  keep  your  place,  and  don’t 
dare  to  say  so  much  as  “  ah  !”  or  “  oh  !” 

Est.  I’ll  play  then  to  amuse  myself. 

Mig.  Play  the  devil,  if  you  like. 

Est.  (aside).  I  mean  it. 

Mig.  ( to  Olympia).  Now  comes  your  turn.  Read. 

Olymp.  (aside ).  What  can  Estella  have  said  ? 

Mig.  You’re  long  about  it  ;  why  don’t  you  begin  ? 

( He  lights  a  cigar  and  smokes. 

Olymp.  Directly,  sennor  ;  directly.  ( Aside.)  What  shall  I 
do  ?  (Estella  plays  the  tune  of  the  preceding  duet. )  The  air  of 
our  duet  ! — surely  she  does  not  mean — yes,  she  must  mean  the 
words  of  it. 

Mig.  Ho !  ho  !—  you,  too,  have  got  a  gnat  in  your  eye ;  you 
can’t  plead  benefit  of  clergy,  and  so  save  your  neck  by  your 
reading. 

Olymp.  Oh  yes  ;  I  make  it  out  now. 

Mig.  Read  then. 

Olymp.  ( pretending  to  read).  “  The  winds  of  evening  gently 
move — ” 
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Mig.  That’s  right. 

Olymp.  “  The  stream  below,  the  clouds  above”— 

Mig.  Go  on. 

Olymp.  “  And  labour  rests  on  hill  and  lea” — 

Mig.  Right  again. 

Olymp.  “  Then  meet  me  ’neath  the  trysting  tree.” 

Mig.  Well,  it  is  the  same — there’s  no  denying  it.  And  yet, 
my  friend,  ( to  Estella)  when  I  look  in  your  face,  I  can’t  help 
thinking  the  safest  way  would  be  to  hang  you  both. 

_ Est.  Not  the  least  occasion. 

Mig.  Oh,  that’s  your  opinion,  is  it  ?  ■  •  ;• 

Est.  Assuredly — nothing  can  alter  it. 

Mig.  Why  then,  as  we  have  the  misfortune  not  to  agree,  the 
general  must  decide  between  us.  He’ll  be  here  directly;  so,  if  you 
are  to  swing,  you  won’t  have  long  to  wait  for  it. 

Est.  Much  obliged  ;  I’m  not  in  the  least  hurry. 

Olymp.  ( aside ).  Oh  that  I  had  Estella’s  spirit. 

Mig.  Carramba !  you  put  a  bold  face  upon  it  ;  I  wonder  liow 
you’ll  look  under  the  thumbscrew  ;  for  there’ll  be  a  short  ceremony 
before  hanging — a  little  torture  or  so,  just  to  make  you  confess 
your  peccadillos. 

Est.  I’ll  confess  yours  instead,  and  perhaps  that  may  answer 
better. 

Mig.  Mine  ? 

Est.  Yours.  I’ll  tell  him  that  Miguel  Salva — 

Mig.  Eh  ! — what ! — you  know  me  ? 

Est.  As  well  as  you  know  the  whipping-post. 

Mig.  I  wont  believe  it — Don  Gusman  wont  believe  it. 

Est.  Then  I’ll  tell  him  to  strip  that  fine  jacket,  and  read  the 
mark  of  galley-slave  branded  on  your  shoulder. 

Mig.  Que  Diablo  ! — here’s  a  mess  for  a  captain  in  the  service 
of  Queen  Cristina! — the  young  rascal  !  Well,  well,  I  see  you  are 
honest  folks  ;  there’s  no  need  to  hang  you  ;  but,  Maldito  ! — how 
am  I  to  make  the  serjeant  say  as  much  ? 

Est.  Oh,  you  can  find  some  way  of  throwing  dust  into  his 
eyes. 

Mig.  It  must  be  gold  dust,  then,  and  just  now  we  want  a  wind 
to  raise  it.  Here,  Pedro — 

Pedro.  Attention  ! 

Mig .  These  poor  rogues  seem  passably  honest — what  say  you  ? 

Pedro.  No. 

Mig.  (aside ).  I  thought  as  much.  (Aloud.)  What’s  the  mat¬ 
ter  with  them  ? 

Pedro.  Don’t  sing — don’t  dance — minstrels  do  both. 

Est.  Oh,  that’s  all  ? — the  gentleman  wants  us  to  sing  and 
dance,  sister,  and  then  he’ll  cross  our  hands  with  a  piece  of  silver. 

Pedro.  No — wont  give  a  maravedi. 

Mig.  Never  mind  ;  dance  and  sing  all  the  same. 
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DUET.  (Olympia  and  Estella.) 

From  the  fairy-liauntecl  river, 

Lovely,  golden  Guadalquiver, 

AVhere  the  rose  is  ever  sweetest, 

Where  the  hours  of  day  are  fleetest, 

Over  hill,  and  over  lea, — 

Merry,  laughing  minstrels  we. 

During  the  symphony  Estella  plays  the  guitar ,  and  dances. 

We  have  quaff’d  Italia’s  fountains, 

We  have  climb’d  the  Alpine  mountains, 

Felt  the  icy  north-wind’s  blowing. 

Pluck’d  the  flower  in  snow-bed  growing, 

Danc’d  unto  the  dancing  sea  — 

Merry,  laughing  minstrels  we. 

*  Estella  plays  and  dances  as  before 


Mig.  ( to  Pedro).  There — you  see  they  are  minstrels — or  gip¬ 
sies — or  cattle  of  that  sort,  f  To  Estella  and  Olympia.)  So 
away  with  you.  ( Drum  rolls— aside  to  them.)  ’Tis  the  general  ! 
hide  amongst  the  bushes  till  he’s  gone,  and  I’ll  contrive  to  pass  you 
over  the  bridge. 

(Olympia  aiid  Estella  conceal  themselves  amongst  the 
bushes ,  while  the  Christinos  hastily  stand  under  arms. 
They  salute  Don  Gusman  as  he  enters. 


D.  Gusm.  ’Tis  well,  captain  ;  I  see  you  are  vigilant. 

Mig.  (aside).  What  an  eye  he  has! — sharp-sighted 'as  the 
miller’s  blind  horse. 

D.  Gusm.  Any  thing  happened  in  my  absence  ? 

Mig.  Nothing. 

D.  Gusm.  No  Carlists  have  shewn  themselves  in  the  neigh¬ 
bourhood  ? 

Mig.  Not  the  shadow  of  one. 

D.  Gusm.  And  yet  I  learn  that  a  body  of  their  troops  is 
expected  in  secret  here  by  their  partizans. 

Mig.  Carramba  !  we  are  but  ill  prepared  for  them. 

D.  Gusm.  Ill  indeed — bring  fortli  our  Carlist  prisoner. 

Miguel,  Pedro,  and  Soldiers ,  go  off  into  the  castle. 
Poor  Alvarez  !  my  best,  my  earliest  friend  !  And  I  must  con¬ 
demn  you  to  death  • — I,  who,  to  save  you,  would  peril  any  tiling 
but  the  faith  and  honour  of  a  soldier. 


SONG.  (Don  Gusman.) 

I  little  thought  when  boys  we  play’d, 
With  hearts  so  link’d  to  one  another, 
That  I  should  ever  bid  thee  die — 

My  brother  !  oh,  my  brother  ! 
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For  friends  are  brothers  by  a  tie 

As  strong  as  nature’s  self  can  make  it ; 

And  hard  indeed  the  fate  must  be 

That  comes,  ere  jrouth  has  fled,  to  break  it. 

I  little  thought,  &c. 

But  what  is  honour,  that  its  breath 

The  bonds  of  friendship  thus  should  sever  ? 

In  vain  I  strive,  ere  morn  we  part 
For  ever — yes,  for  ever. 

Oh,  if  in  early  life  some  pow’r 

Would  hold  a  mirror  up  before  us, 

And  show  in  its  prophetic  light 
The  evils  that  are  hanging  o’er  us  ! 

How  few  who  once  had  seen  that  day, 

Would  ever  wish  to  see  another  ; 

And  I  alas  !  must  bid  thee  die — 

My  brother  !  oh,  my  brother  ! 

At  the  end  of  the  song ,  Pedro  and  Soldiers  enter  with 

Don  Alvarez. 

D.  Gus?n.  Still  the  same  air  of  reckless  defiance  ! — there  is  no 
hope  for  him. 

Alv.  Well,  General ;  I  await  your  orders. 

D.  Gusm.  ( taking  a  gager  from  his  gocket,  and  endeavouring 
to  affect  severity).  Don  Alvarez  ;  it  is  your  Queen’s  pleasure — 

Alv.  Your  Queen,  if  you  please  ;  no  Queen  of  mine. 

D.  Gusm.  {in  a,  loic  voice  to  him )  Silence,  imprudent.  ( aloud ) 
It  is,  I  say,  her  majesty’s  pleasure  that — that — {he  hesitates) 

Alv.  That  I  should  be  shot,  or  hung,  or  lose  my  head  by  the 
axe — or  some  such  trifle.  Look  you  now,  how  easily  the  thing’s 
said. 

D.  Gusm.  {emghatically)  Unless — 

Alv.  Oh,  there’s  a  saving  clause,  is  there  ? 

D.  Gusm.  Unless  you  abandon  the  ranks  of  rebellion — 

Alv.  Why,  I  never  was  in  your  ranks. 

D.  Gusm.  And  return  to  your  allegiance. 

Alv.  Return  ! — renounce  my  allegiance,  you  mean — abandon 
Prince  Carlos — desert  my  colours— abjure  the  oath  taken  on  the 
holy  sacrament — now  may  heaven  confound — 

D.  Gusm.  Hush  !  hush  ! — I  must  not  listen  to  such  language 
— you  know  I  must  not ;  ’twere  my  duty  to  have  you  shot  on  the 
instant. 

Alv.  Then  do  your  duty. 

I).  Gusm.  Nay,  but  my  friend — I  must  still  call  you  so — 
reflect  —  consider. 

Alv.  Consider  what  ?  whether  to  die  with  honour,  or  to  live 
in  infamy.  And  you,  Gusman — you  it  is  that  ask  me  to  hesitate — 
Madre  de  Dios  ! — but  no  ;  you  cannot  think  so  basely  of  me  ;  you 
only  do  your  Queen’s  bidding. 
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SONG.  (Alvarez.) 

Oh,  life  has  much — so  much  for  love, 

On  ocean,  earth  and  sky  ! 

So  much  to  thrill  the  coldest  heart, 

To  charm  the  fancy’s  eye — 

But  better  ’twere  to  leave  them  now, 

Than  live  with  shame  upon  the  brow. 

llow  fame  invites  !  how  music  tills 
The  soul  with  wild  delight ! 

How  beautiful  the  blush  of  morn  ! 

The  starry  robe  of  night ! — 

But  better  ’twere  to  leave  them  now, 

Than  live  with  shame  upon  the  brow. 

How  dear  the  grasp  of  parted  friends  ! 

The  calm  that  follows  pain  ! 

And  maids  belov’d — how  sweet  the  smile 
That  tells  they  love  again — 

But  better  ’twere  to  leave  them  now, 

Than  live  with  shame  upon  the  brow. 

D.  Gusm.  I  cannot  blame  such  feelings.  But  yet  for  my 
sake,  again  I  say,  consider.  An  hour  is  yours  ;  more  than  that, 
it  is  not  in  my  power  to  grant. 

Alv.  And  that  I  do  not  ask  of  you. 

1).  Gusm.  (impatiently ).  Well,  well.  Conduct  the  prisoner 
to  his  chamber.  ( Miguel ,  Pedro ,  and  two  Soldiers  lead  off  Alvarez). 
1  was  sure  of  it  ;  he’ll  die  rather  than  be  false,  even  to  a  false  alle¬ 
giance.  But  I  too,  hard  as  it  is,  must  do  my  duty — and  I  will. 
(A  musket  goes  off  without .)  Ha!  surprized?  {Enter  a  Corporal 
with  Estella.)  What  now,  Corporal  ? 

Corp.  So  please  your  honour,  I  caught  him  climbing  up  the 
castle-wall. 

~~~  Est.  Only  to  gather  these  wall-flowers,  Sennor  ;  and  the  brute 
fired  at  me.  Carramba  !  he  missed  me,  though. 

D.  Gusm.  What  brings  you  here  ? 

—  Est.  What  brings  me  here  ? 

D.  Gusm.  No  equivocation  ;  answer  at  once,  or  the  next 
tree — 

Est.  Glory. 

D.  Gusm.  Glory  ? 

Est.  Ambition. 

D.  Gusm.  Ambition  ! — how  mean  you  by  that,  boy  ? 

Est.  I  am  dying  to  be  a  soldier. 

D.  Gusm.  Humph  !  you’re  fit  for  nothing  but  a  drummer. 

Est.  Oh,  I’m  a  rare  hand  at  a  drum. 

D.  Gusm.  Give  him  one,  that  we  may  see  if  he  speaks  truth. 

(  They  give  a  side-drum  to  Estella,  who  rolls  and  beats 
it  during  the  symphony  of  the  song. 
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SONG.  (Estella.) 

The  drum  !  the  drum  !  the  drum  ! 

There’s  no  music  like  the  drum  ; 

When  the  swords  in  light  are  gleaming, 

When  the  flags  in  air  are  streaming, 

And  the  steeds  their  joy  are  telling 
With  their  blood-red  nostrils  swelling, 

All  impatient  for  the  fray — 

Trumpets  sound — away  !  away  ! 

The  drum  !  the  drum  !  the  drum  ! 

There’s  no  music  like  the  drum  ; 

When  the  battle’s  won  and  over, 

Lives  the  hero  then  in  clover  ; 

Loving  maidens  sing  his  glory, 

Age  delights  to  tell  his  story. 

Oh  I’m  eager  for  the  fray — 

Trumpets  sound — away  !  away  ! 

D.  Gusm.  Nay,  an  you’re  so  stout-hearted,  ’twere  pity  to 
disappoint  you.  Miguel  !  (Miguel  re-enters .)  Put  this  lad  into 
the  ranks ;  in  times  like  these,  we  can’t  stand  to  pick  and  choose 
our  men. 

(Don  Gusman  touches  his  hot  and  goes  out ,  the  Officers 
and  Soldiers  saluting  him. 

Mig.  Men  !  the  General  said  men  !  1  wonder  when  your  chin 

will  have  a  beard. 

Est.  Not  for  some  time,  I  hope.  But  as  for  courage,  oh,  I’m 
a  lion. 

Mig.  A  very  small  one.  However,  you  shall  mount  guard 
to-night. 

Est.  (joyfully )  The  very  thing. 

Mig.  If  the  Garlists  should  come — 

Est.  ( with  double  meaning )  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  them. 

Mig.  Or  if  the  ghost  should  pay  you  a  visit — an  ugly  customer 
is  that  same  ghost ;  he  strangled  one  of  our  men  only  the  night 
before  last. 

Est.  I’ll  strangle  him. 

Mig.  Well  roared,  my  little  lion.  Corporal,  give  his  lionship 
a  musket,  and  let’s  see  what  he  can  do. 

The  Corporal  fixes  the  proper  accoutrements  upon 
Estella,  places  a  cockade  in  her  hat ,  and  gives  her 
a  musket,  while  the  drums  roll,  and  a  symphony  is 
played.  She  stands  in  front,  the  Soldiers  being 
drawn  up  at  some  distance  behind  in  a  double  line; 
the  latter  remain  with  grounded  arms  while  she  is 
being  drilled. 

DUET.  (Miguel  and  Esti  lla), 

Attention  ! 

Oh  yes,  I’m  all  attention  ; 

A  word  like  that  you  need  not  mention. 

Always  at  my  post  I’m  ready, 

Ever  watchful,  ever  steady. 

( is/te  lakes  an  orange  from  her  pocket,  and  begins  sucking  it 


Mig. 

Est. 
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Miq. 

Ext. 

Mig. 

Ext. 


Mixj. 

Ext. 

Mig. 

Ext. 

Mix/. 

Ext. 


Mia. 

Ext. 

Micj. 


Est. 


Mia. 

Ext. 

Miq. 

Ext. 

Miq. 

Est. 

Mig. 


Est. 


Zounds,  boy,  you  must  not  eat  at  drill. 

Not  eat ! — that’s  hard — but  as  you  will. 

Now  then  prepare,  when  I  the  word  shall  say, 

To  fix  your  bayonet. 

Not  yet,  not  yet ; 

A  moment,  pray. 

Good  captain,  stay. 

Now  then — you  understand — 

Fix  bayonets. 

Oh !  oh ! 

Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

The  nasty  thing  ! — it’s  run  into  my  hand. 

A  bagatelle.  Chins  up  ;  and  do  not  chatter. 

Mum,  captain  ;  I  am  all  attention  ; 

A  word  like  that  you  need  not  mention  ; 

Always  at  my  post  I’m  ready, 

Ever  watchful,  ever  steady. 

(  Taking  out  a  small  flask,  and  drinking. 
Zounds,  boy,  you  must  not  drink  at  drill. 

Not  take  a  little  drop  ?  that’s  harder  still. 

Shoulder — arms. 

( E stella  raises  the  musket  to  her  right  shoulder. 
Exceeding  well ;  I  see  you’ll  make  a  soldier — 

Your  musket  though  upon  the  other  shoulder. 

Now  then,  attend, 

And  perpend — 

But  try  to  look  a  little  bolder. 

Mum,  captain,  I  am  all  attention  ; 

A  word  like  that  you  need  not  mention. 

Always  at  my  post  I’m  ready, 

Ever  watchful,  ever  steady. 

Make  ready — present — fire. 

But  may  be  it  is  loaded  with  a  bullet  ? 

Psha  !  your  finger  on  the  trigger — pull  it. 

I’d  rather  not. 

Why,  boy,  you’re  not  afraid  ? 

Not  in  the  least,  for  fighting  is  my  trade. 

Humph  !  I  doubt ;  the  point  to  settle,  . 

We  at  once  must  try  your  mettle; 

Here  upon  this  esplanade, 

You  to-night  shall  be  on  guard. 

Mum,  captain,  I  am  all  attention  ; 

A  word  like  that  you  need  not  mention  ; 

Always  at  my  post  I’m  ready, 

Ever  watchful,  ever  steady. 

The  Duet  glides  off  into  a  march. 

CHORUS  OF  SOLDIERS. 

Young  soldier,  wake  and  ward, 

While  we  drink  pottles  deep  ; 

To-morrow  comes  your  turn, 

At  will,  to  wake  or  sleep. 

Then  comrades,  march  away  ; 

Within,  the  fire  is  bright  ; 

And  better  is  the  cup 

Than  cold  winds  of  the  night. 

During  the  Chorus ,  Miguel,  Corporal ,  and  Soldiers , 
go  off  into  the  Castle.  Estella  remains  on  guard. 
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The  scene  is  now  strongly  lighted  up  by  the  moon . 

'  Est.  Was  ever  poor  girl  bound  upon  so  wild  an  adventure ! 
How  sad  and  silent  all  seems  ! — and  the  melancholy  rippling  of  the 
river  in  the  cold  moonlight  sounds  like  the  voice  of  warning  spirits. 
Courage,  courage,  Estella  !  —though  if  I  should  be  visited  by  the  ghost 
that  Miguel  talks  of ! — ugh!  it  would  be  mightily  unpleasant.  To 
be  sure,  I  have  a  gun  ;  but  I  doubt  much  if  I  dare  to  fire  it.  And 
if  I  should,  ghosts,  they  say,  mind  bullets  no  more  than  I  might  a 
storm  of  sugar  plums. 

Enter  Olympia. 

Ah,  Sennora — I  thought  you  had  deserted  me. 

Olymp.  I  had  no  choice  but  to  follow  Miguel.  Had  I  refused, 
he  would  have  suspected  us.  But  is  all  safe  ? 

Est.  Why,  as  to  safe  — you  are  not  afraid  of  ghosts? 

Olymp.  My  dear  Estella — is  this  a  time  for  any  thing  so  idle  ? 

Est .  I  rather  suspect  it  is.  The  moon  does  indeed  shine  out  — 

( a  light  cloud  passes  over  the  moon.')  there  now  !  the  provoking 
thing  has  left  us  again. 

Olymp.  All  the  better  for  our  purpose. 

’s—  Est.  Yes,  and  for  their  purpose  too— I  mean  the  ghosts’ — though 
why  they  like  walking  in  the  dark,  I  never  could  imagine  ;  it’s  very 
bad  taste  in  them.  (A  bar  falls  from  Alvarez’s  windoiv. 

Olymp.  Good  heavens  ! 

Est.  Hush!  hush! — it’s  no  ghost;  only  a  bar  dropped  from 
Alvarez’  window.  See,  he  descends. 

Alvarez  fastens  a  sheet  to  the  remaining  prison-bar , 
and  climbs  down  the  wall. 

Olymp.  He  will  fall — I  know  he  will.  For  heaven’s  sake, 
Alvarez — 

Est.  Silence,  lady,  or  you  will  ruin  all. 

Alv.  Safe  upon  terra  firma,  and  not  a  bone  broken.  My  sister  ! 
(i embracing  her.) 

Olymp.  Dear  Alvarez  ! 

Alv.  What— and  you  too,  my  little  Estella? 

Olymp.  The  best,  the  most  devoted  of  friends  ; — friends,  do  I 
say  ? — they  all  abandoned  me,  while  the  poor  peasant  girl,  the  child 
of  our  humble  tenant,  at  the  hazard  of  her  own  life  has  piloted  me 
through  a  thousand  dangers. 

Alv.  That’s  my  brave  girl !  ( attempting  to  kiss  her ,  when  she 
repels  him.)  How  ;  not  let  me  thank  you  with  a  kiss? 

Est.  Your  life — perhaps  your  sister’s  life — are  on  the  moment. 
I  he  same  boat,  that  brought  us  hither,  will  carry  you  across  the 
stream. 

Alv.  (to  both.)  Come  then. 

Est.  farewell,  kind  lady ;  farewell,  Don  Alvarez. 

Alv.  Why,  you  would  not  stay  behind? 
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Est.  The  boat  is  so  small  and  frail,  it  will  scarcely  carry  two  ;  a 
third  would  be  sure  to  sink  it. 

Alv.  But,  ray  poor  girl,  they  will  murder  you  when  they  discover 
my  escape. 

Est.  I  will  plead  privilege  of  sex,  and  throw  myself  upon  their 
mercy. 

Alv.  As  well  throiv  yourself  into  the  river.  If  you  were  an 
angel ; — iff — you  are  an  angel — my  guardian  angel ;  but  then,  these 
fellows  are  devils,  and  will  use  you  all  the  worse. 

Est.  I  will  gladly  run  the  hazard. 

Alv.  It  must  not  be. 

Olymp.  The  peril  be  mine,  brother. 

Alv.  Not  so,  Olympia ;  we  will  all  share  the  hazard  whatever  it 
may  be. 

Est.  That  would  be  assured  destruction  to  every  one  of  us. 
With  only  two,  the  boat  sank  down  to  her  very  gunnel.  You  must 
fly  without  me — nay,  why  should  you  hesitate  ?  our  Carlist  friends 
are,  doubtless,  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and,  if  so,  you  may  easily 
return  ere  morning  to  my  rescue. 

Olymp.  She  says  well  and  truly. 

Est.  And  if  you  knew  how  happy  it  would  make  me. 

Alv.  My  poor  girl — 

Est.  You  must — indeed  you  must. 

Olymp.  Brother ! 

Alv.  ’Tis  dangerous  counsel ;  but,  be  it  so. 

Est.  Now  may  all  the  saints  be  praised. 

Alv.  But  mark  me,  Estella;  if  in  half  an  hour  I  meet  not  our 
friends,  I  return  and  yield  myself  up  to  ransom  you. 

Est.  No — ah  no  ! 

Alv.  Yes ;  by  the  dust  of  my  father ;  by  the  bones  of  my 
mother  ;  by  this  kiss,  this  burning  kiss,  the  token  of  my  love,  the  pledge 
of  my  heart  and  hand — if  we  ever  look  upon  another  day-break. 

Est.  Madre  de  Dios  ! 

Alv.  (to  Olympia)  Come,  come. 

Olymp.  Farewell,  my  dear  Estella. 

Alvarez  and  Olympia  go  off  to  the  Boat  and  cross  the  River. 

Est.  (anxiously  watching  them).  This  suspense  is  agony  unut¬ 
terable.  If  any  watchful  eye  should  be  abroad,  and  the  moon 
shining  out  so  brilliantly  ! — will  no  friendly  cloud  gather  over  her 
brightness  ?  The  noise  too  of  the  oars  as  they  fall  into  the  water 
will  surely  betray  them — gently — gently,  Alvarez — alas  !  he  hears 
me  not — he  never  will  hear  me  again. 
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SONG.  (Estella,) 

Oh,  for  the  days,  the  happy  days 
When  I  was  yet  a  child  ; 

’Midst  simple  wild  flow’rs  when  I  play’d, 

As  simple  and  as  wild. 

But  they’re  gone,  they  are  fled  ! 

Like  the  leaves  that  are  dead, 

Like  the  hopes  they  once  fed — 

They  are  gone  !  they  are  gone  ! 

Oh,  for  the  days,  the  happy  days 
When  all  of  life  could  please  ; 

When  pictures  in  each  cloud  I  found, 

And  music  in  the  breeze. 

But  they’re  gone,  they  are  fled  ! 

Like  the  leaves  that  are  dead, 

Like  the  hopes  they  once  fed — 

They  are  gone  !  they  are  gone  ! 

Est.  {looking  round.)  Ha  ! — they  have  landed — they  reach  the 
friendly  covert  of  the  woods — sav’d — sav’d  !  {Drums  roll  without.) 
The  hounds  of  war  are  up  — but  you  are  too  late ;  the  stag  has  gain’d 
the  forest. 

Enter  Miguel. 

Mig.  Well,  my  young  soldier;  how  like  you  the  noble  trade 
of  war  ? 

Est.  Bravely,  Captain;  bravely. 

Mig.  Bravely? — humph!  you  look  somewhat  pale  though;  has 
any  thing  frightened  you  ? 

Est.  Frightened  ? — as  if  any  thing  would  frighten  me  ! 

Mig.  All  the  better,  for  really  I  begin  to  take  an  interest  in  you. 
Bless  you,  I  was  once — 

Est.  Aye  ? 

Mig.  An  honest  man. 

Est .  Indeed  ? 

Mig.  Fact,  1  assure  you. 

( Drums  roll  without. 
Mig.  {calling  off  to  the  Soldiers.)  Turn  out,  ye  villains;  don’t 
you  hear  the  General  coming  ? 

Don  Perez  and  Corporal  enter  with  Soldiers ,  some 
carrying  their  muskets. 

D.  Gusm.  Miguel !  the  Carlists  are  gathering  about  us ;  our 
prisoner  must  be  shot  at  once,  before  they  have  a  chance  of  rescuing 
him. 

Est.  {aside)  Why  do  I  tremble  thus?  he  is  safe;  and  if  I  die,  it 
is  for  him — courage,  Estella;  courage. 

Re-enter  Miguel. 

Mig.  He  has  escaped. 

D.  Gusm.  Escaped  !  how  ?  by  what  means  ? 

Mig.  Through  the  window,  it  should  seem  ;  one  of  the  bars  has 
been  broken  away. 

D.  Gusm.  And  who  kept  watch  below  ? 
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Mig.  Our  young  recruit. 

I).  Guam.  ( going  up  to  him  furiously}  You  must  have  known  of 
this — or  did  you  sleep  upon  your  post?  Answer,  sirrah;  answer. 
Art  deaf? — or  drunk  ? — or — s’death — do  you  mean  to  set  me  at 
defiance  ? 

Est.  Have  mercy,  noble  General. 

D .  Gusm.  Villain  ! — you  shall  be  shot  where  you  stand.  Let  a 
file  load  this  instant. 

(  The  Soldiers  ground  arms ,  and  begin  to  load  them. 

Est.  Have  pity  on  my  youth. 

D.  Gusm.  No. 

-Est.  What  shall  I  do?  what  shall  I  say?  General — noble  Don 
Gusman. 

D.  Gusm.  You  plead  in  vain. 

Est.  ( figging  off  her  hat ,  when  the  hair  flows  loosely  down  her 
shoulders).  Have  pity  on  my  sex. 

D.  Gusm.  A  woman  !  ( raising  her)  What  could  tempt  you  to 
such  an  act  of  madness  ?  But  I  need  not  ask — the  folly  that  boys 
and  girls  call  love. 

Est.  Forgive  me  — oh  forgive  me. 

D  Gusm.  If  you  confess  which  way  the  prisoner  fled.  How  ! 
you  are  silent? — do  not  deceive  yourself ;  on  no  other  condition  can  I 
spare  you.  Put  us  on  his  track,  or  I  must  needs  command  your 
instant  execution. 

__  Est.  I  cannot — so  help  me  all  the  saints,  I  cannot. 

D.  Gusm.  (to  Miguel).  Is  all  ready  ?  (Miguel  touches  his  hat 
in  silence ,  and  the  muffed  drums  begin  to  roll).  Bethink  thee ;  is 
not  death  bitter  ? 

Est.  Oh,  most  bitter  ! 

D.  Gusm.  You  saw  them  load  their  muskets — you  hear  the  beat 
of  the  muffled  drum. 

Est.  Mercy  !  mercy  ! 

D.  Gusm.  Be  merciful  to  yourself.  By  Heaven  and  all  the 
glorv  of  the  stars,  I  swear  that  I’m  in  earnest.  Which  way  fled  the 
prisoner ?—  still  silent! — your  blood  then  be  upon  your  own  head. 
I  give  you  five  minutes  to  reconcile  your  soul  to  grace. 


(Muffed  drums  beat  at  intervals  during  the  following  scene 

SONC.  (Estella.) 

Be  still,  my  throbbing  heart,  be  still, 

And  let  me  breathe  a  pray’r ; 

And  let  me  gather  up  my  thoughts 
That  wander  every  where — 

It  is  for  him  I  die. 

It  will  not  he — my  thoughts  run  wild; 

My  mother’s  voice  I  hear  ; 

My  father’s  too — but  ah  !  a  voice 
Than  all  the  rest  more  dear — 
u  It  is  for  me  you  die.” 
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Oh!  sure  the  present  is  a  dream, 

A  dream  of  ugly  night; 

And  I  shall  wake  and  laugh  again 
With  morning’s  cheerful  light — 
And  live  for  him  once  more. 

Ah  no  !  it  is  too  real  all, 

I  wake,  but  soon  shall  sleep; 

My  spirit  quails,  mine  eyes  grow  dim, 
I  cannot  choose  but  weep — 

But  ’tis  for  him  I  die. 

Farewell  for  ever,  lovely  moon; 
Farewell,  ye  orbs  of  night; 

And  yet  how  hard  a  thing  it  is 
To  leave  the  world  of  light — 

But  ’tis  for  him  I  die. 

Oh  joy  for  me  !  I  see  unveil'd 
The  realms  of  living  day; 

The  stars  go  out,  the  grosser  world 
Is  fading  fast  away  — 

For  him,  for  him  I  die. 


Alvarez  enters  disguised  as  a  Monk. 

A  Iv.  Benedicite  ! 

D.  Gusm.  Your  presence  is  most  welcome,  holy  father. 

Alv.  But  how  is  this?  a  youth  condemned  to  die,  unconfessed 
and  unabsolved  !  Now  by  mine  holy  order,  it  were  a  grievous  sin  to 
send  a  soul  thus  unshriven  to  its  account. 

D.  Gusm.  The  Heavens  forefend  that  we  should  do  so,  now  you 
are  present.  But  be  brief,  good  father. 

(Alvarez  slightly  inclines  his  head  and  signs  to  Don 
Gusman  to  retire. 


G.st.  ( speaking  to  herself !)  Is  there  no  hope  ?  (  VEith  increasing 
wildness.) — no  hope?  — must  I  die  ! 

Alv.  ( coming  close  up  to  Estella.)  Estella  ! 

Est.  The  earth  is  sliding  from  me. 

Alv.  Estella  !  ( drawing  aside  his  cowl  for  a  moment ,)  Look  at 
me,  love. 

Est.  I  cannot  see  you  for  my  tears — who  are  you? 

Alv.  ’Tis  I — Alvarez. 

Est.  Ha ! 


Alv.  Hush,  love — hush.  Show  no  surprise. 
Est.  ( laughing  hysterically.)  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 


.  j  i  (6 he  jails  into  his  arms. 

A  tv.  for  heaven  s  sake,  be  calm  ;  you  will  ruin  all  else.  Estella  ’ 
mine  own  Estella. 

Est.  I  will,  I  will  be  calm.  Yes,  I  can  meet  death  without  fear, 
now  you  are  with  me. 

Ah.  Courage,  my  love;  all  may  yet  be  well;  our  friends  are 
gathenng  for  the  attack,  and  three  successive  rockets  will  give  us 

ba  flUh  7  adVanCe’  If  we  cau  on’y  keeP  these  blood-hounds  at 
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D.  Gusm.  ( advancing .)  Good  father — 

Alv.  You  do  wrong  to  interrupt  me  in  my  holy  office. 

D.  Gusm.  Nay,  I  meant  it  in  all  kindness  to  your  penitent. 
Persuade  her,  if  you  can,  to  put  us  on  the  track  of  our  escape 
prisoner,  and  she  may  yet  live. 

Alv .  I  will  do  my  best;  but  now  stand  back,  the  woids  of  the 

confessional  are  sacred.  (Don  Gusman  bows  reverentially ,  and 

retires;  a  rocket  rises  in  the  air.)  Courage  !  there  goes  the  first 

signal,  our  friends  must  be  entering  the  wood. 

Mig.  Did  you  see  that  rocket,  General  ?  I  fear  me  it  bodes 

mischief.  ,  ,  ,  ,  .  . 

(A  second  rocket  rises. 

D.  Gusm.  A  second,  too,  is  rising.  {He  again  advances.)  Good 
father,  time  presses. 

Alv.  Then  why  prolong  my  office  by  these  unseemly  inter- 
ruptions  ?  Once  more,  son,  I  charge  you  to  retire.  (Don  Gusman 
hows  unwillingly ,  and  falls  hack.)  Two  signals  !— a  few  minutes 
only,  and  we  are  safe. 

_ .  Est.  The  saints  look  down  in  mercy  on  us.  . 

Alv.  Be  firm— be  firm.  Trust  me,  love,  I’ll  die  rather  than 
they  should  harm  thee.  How  !  still  so  pale  ?-  then  I  at  once  throw 

off  my  disguise,  and — 

_ Est.  No — no— no. 


Alv.  Courage  then — courage,  for  a  few  minutes  only  ;  all  depends 
upon  yourself. 

A  third  rocket  rises,  when  Don  Gusman  hastily  comes 
forward. 

I)  Gusm.  Holy  father— I  must  again  pray  you  to  be  brief. 

Alv.  My  task  is  well  nigh  done.  Do  you  now  join  in  prayer  for 

the  departing  spirit.  _ 

(  They  all  take  off  their  hats. 


RECITATIVE. 

liv  Daughter,  kneel,  with  thanks  to  heaven, 

AH  thy  sins  on  earth  forgiven. 

(, Sudden  and  rapid  firing  of  musketry  without. 

D.  Gusm.  The  enemy  upon  us  !— then  I  must  delay  no  longer. 
Your  duty,  soldiers,  were  it  the  last  word  I  utter. 

The  Soldiers  level  their  guns  at  Estella,  when  Alva¬ 
rez  throws  himself  before  her. 

Alv.  Hold !— on  your  lives,  I  charge  you,  hold. 

He  flings  off  his  disguise.  At  the  same  moment  the 
Carlists  rush  on  and  fill  the  scene ,  while  a  second 
party  of  them  suddenly  appear  upon  the  ramparts. 


THE  ANDALUSIAN. 


22 


D.  Gusm.  Alvarez  ! 

Est.  Oh  Alvarez  ! 

Alv.  Yes,  Alvarez — your  friend,  Alvarez. 

I).  Gusm.  Baffled!  —  disgraced! 

Alv.  Baffled,  but  not  disgraced ;  the  woods  around  are  filled  with 
our  troops,  and  resistance  would  be  useless.  (Don  Gusman  offers 
his  sword  to  him.)  Nay,  keep  your  sword,  Gusman;  it  cannot  be 
in  better  hands.  And  now,  Estella — my  love — my  preserver — and 
my  wife  ! 

Est.  Nay,  your  young  guard. 

Sings.  The  drum  !  the  drum !  the  drum! 

There’s  no  music  like  the  drum. 

When  the  swords  in  light  are  gleaming, 

When  the  Hags  in  air  are  streaming, 

And  the  steeds  their  joys  are  telling 
With  their  blood-red  nostrils  swelling, 

All  impatient  for  the  fray — 

Trumpets  sound — away  !  away! 

(She  rolls  the  drum  as  the  curtain  falls . 


END. 
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